LAURA : What ? I won't show them to my
husband. If that's what you're afraid of. I
promise. But Pd like to see them.

WOODLEY : I've got them here if you'd care to
take them now.

[WOODLEY goes to cupboard^ takes out an attache
case and unlocks it at table.

LAURA : Thaiiksj I would. You keep them
locked up ?

WOODLEY : Yes.

LAURA : Because they are such treasures, or for

fear of prying eyes ?

WOODLEY : Well, I don't want everyone to
read them . . . all.

LAURA : Do they tease you .. . rag you, I should
say, shouldn't I ... for writing poetry ?

WOODLEY : They do a bit. I don't mind. Here
they are. (He hands her a sheaf of MS. and returns
case to cupboard.)

LAURA : Thank you, I'll take great care of them.
You share a study with Ainger, don't you ?

WOODLEY : Yes.

LAURA : Are you great friends ?

WOODLEY : Yes, I think so. Ainger's a splendid
fellow. I like him awfully.

LAURA : Don't you ever want to be alone ? Here
with this room and sharing a study and a
dormitory, don't you ever feel you want to get
away from the others, however much you like
them ? I should,
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